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festive chamber, dreaming of the new universe that is to be
unfolded to him, and by means of him, and, while the holy cere-
monies are proceeding, transports himself in longing thought
before the mysterious curtains, from which the loveliness of love
whispers out to him.
" I have constrained myself not to see thee for a few days;
the sacrifice was easy, when united with the hope of such a re-
compense, of being always with thee, of remaining ever thine!
Need I repeat what I desire ? I must; for it seems as if yet
thou hadst never understood me.
"How often, in the low tones of true love, which, though
wishing to gain all, dares speak but little, have I sought in thy
heart for the desire of a perpetual union. Thou hast understood
me, doubtless; for in thy own heart the same wish must have
arisen; thou didst comprehend me, in that kiss, in the intoxi-
cating peace of that happy evening. Thy silence testified to me
thy modest honour; and how did it increase my love ! Another
woman would have had recourse to artifice, that she might ripen
by superfluous sunshine the purpose of her lover's heart, might
elicit a proposal, and secure a firm promise. Mariana, on the
contrary, drew back; she repelled the half-opened confidence of
him she loved, and sought to conceal her approving feelings by
apparent indifference. But I have understood thee! What a
miserable creature must I be, if I did not by these tokens re-
cognise the pure and generous love that cares not for itself, but
for its object! Confide in me, and fear nothing. We belong
to one another; and neither of us leaves aught or forsakes aught,
if we live for one another.
" Take it, then, this hand! Solemnly I offer this unneces-
sary pledge ! All the joys of love we have already felt; but there
is a new blessedness in the firm thought of duration. Ask not
how; care not. Fate takes care of love, and the more certainly
as love is easy to provide for.
"My heart has long ago forsaken my paternal home; it is
with thee, as my spirit hovers on the stage. 0 my darling! to
what other man has it been given to unite all his wishes, as it
is to me ? No sleep falls on my eyes; like the brightness of a
perpetual dawn, thy love and thy happiness still glow around me.
" Scarcely can I hold myself from springing up, from rushing
forth to thee, and forcing thy consent, and, with the first light
of tomorrow, pressing forward into the world for the mark I

